LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

nette in miniature, made, probably, at
Vienna, before her marriage, and given by
her to the Princess de Lamballe. There
was a lock of her hair behind it, but some-
body took it. I sent the brooch to her
Majesty, who is making a collection of ob-
jects of Marie Antoinette. It will be, cer- |
tainly, one of its prettiest relics. It is au-
thentic, and was worn for a long time by
Princess de Lamballe. I hold these sad
antiquities in horror, but one should not
dispute about tastes,

I think you might have been a little more
polite, and borrowed my proofs from me-
Sainte-Beuve is still ill. There is a great
number of women around him. When are
you coming back ? I need you to tell me
stories and make me take my ills patiently.
I read Luther's Table Talk, the other night.
That big man pleases me, with all his preju-
dices and his hatred for the devil.

CCXCIX.

PARIS, September 6, 1867.
DEAR friend, I have received your letter,
which gave me much pleasure.    I went, tlie blinded and dazzled by the noise of
